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Sheaffer’s Office Writing System 


Identify the 
Lifetime? 
pen by this 
white dot. 


This puts all writing, on an efficiency basis. “1” is Skrip, 
successor to ink; remains forever fluid, cannot clog. “2” is 
Safety Skrip, the pen filling, station, leak-proof, practically 
non-breakable. “3” is the Lifetime® desk fountain pen; 
serves the pen on a one-hand reach. A proved time saver 
and writin’, improvement. Try the Sheaffer Office 
Writing, System! 
At better stores everywhere 
All fountain pens are Suaranteed against defects, but Sheaffer's Lifetime® is juar- 


anteed unconditionally for your hfe, and other Sheaffer products are forever 
uaranteed against defect in materials and workmanship. 


SHEAFFER’ 


PENS-PENCILS-DESK SETS-SKRIP 
W.A.SHEAFFER PEN COMPANY, FORT MADISON, IOWA, U.S.A. 


New York * + + + Chicago - + + + San Francisco 
W. A. Sheaffer Pen Co. of Canada,Ltd., 169-173 Fleet St.—Toronto, Ont. 
Wellington, N. Z. . Sydney, Australia . London, Enp. 


©Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
© W. A. 8. P. Co., 1930 


SAFETY SKRIP, \\ 
Successor to Ink, 50c 
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Intelligence Test 


The five jokes below were placed in 
a cocktail shaker and mixed by Lirt’s 
Pied Printer. (Of course you know they 
weren't, but let’s pretend they were.) 
If you are smart enough to put them 
together right, you deserve a prize. Go 
out and buy yourself a lollipop. 


“Three men go free this morning, 
warden. That leaves us only one pris- 
oner in our jail.” 

“W hat do you know about milking 
cows! 

“Shush! John! There’s a burglar 
downstairs.” 

“Yes, sir. We put it 
the silverware shined.” 


there to keep 


‘I'm going to keep a diary.” 
‘Mama,” exclaimed son William, 
“papa came in before he got here.” 


Mr. Jimpson was hurrying because 
he was late for dinner. He stumbled 
on the doormat and fell sprawling into 
the hall. 

“Don’t shush me. I’m snoring so he 
won't know I’m awake.” 


“Waiter, there’s sand in this spinach.” 

“It’s hard times, turnkey. If nothing 
better turns up we'll have to make him 
do another six months.” 


Speaking of Operations 


doctor can poke and tinker and 
thump and nod his head and shake his 
head and assume a learned expression 
that might mean either the best or the 
worst for his victim, but no doctor on 
earth, not even a high-priced one or 
one with a goatee, can be as mystifying 
as a radio repairman. 
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“Honest, Joe, this is all 1 could carry this 
trip—I'll bring the machine gun next time.” 





Ripening oranges~ 


- ~giant snow 
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An often repeated picture in Southern California’s Orange Empire 


ERE’S a winter vacation thriller! 

Only in Southern California at this 
season can you look upon such a contrast- 
ing sight. . . thousands of acres of ripening 
oranges and valley: aflame with flowers 
protected from the cold by mile-high snow- 
capped mountains! Everywhere about 
you...in gardens, along the sea, motor- 
ing to Old Spanish Missions .. . it is 
like the mild spring days at home. This 
too, is the season the desert bursts into 
bloom. 


Every vacation hour here pays a divi- 
dend. Out of doors in the warm, ener- 
gizing sunshine as soon as you are afoot! 
Golf on a/ways-green courses. . . hill saddle 
trails...sun baths on the beaches... polo 
matches in the afternoon sunshine! Old 
Mexico, (with Agua Caliente for a bit of 
colorful gaiety) just a few hours away! 


Night, as well as day, entertainment is 
unending. Los Angeles and Hollywood 
. » + screen stars and movies, metro- 
politan hotels, cafes, theatres. 


All the year, summer and winter, people 
from all over the world are vacationing in 
Southern California. Therefore, there is 
no need of the “peak prices”’ of short sea- 
son resorts. Your expenses can be moder- 
ate ... mo more than when home. De- 
cide to come NOW ... get the joy of a 
real “‘winter” coat of tan. If you can’t 
make it, plan to spend next summer's 
vacation here. 


We have published a beautiful book pic- 
turing this Southland. It contains 71 cam- 


era studies by the best men of this land of 


“nictures.”” The cover is in full color. You 
may have a copy for the postage cost. 
Executives Los Angeles C yunty oil fields 
ent an nvestment ft 750 m l ns the 
sltural industry over 400 millions. The port 
s Angeles is second only to New York in 
ime of export tonnage 


Southern 
California 


fll- Year Club of S 
Sec. M M-2, 11518 


uthern California, 


. Broadway, Los Angeles, Calif 


Enclosed find four cents in stamps—the actual 
mailing cost f “Southern California through the 
Camera.” Also send me free booklets telling es 
pecially of the attractions in the counties which I 
have checked. 


Los Angeles }Orange C2 Riverside 
Los Angeles Sports () Santa Barbara C) Ventura 
()San Bernardino }San Diego 


Name —— = — . a 
(Please Print Name and Address 


Street 


Cutty ——_—_—_—— —State —————__ 
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"The girl tries to escape in her President; the bogus count over- 


takes her in his speedsterand... ” 


“Better switch the cars, chief. Bad continuity—the dear public 
knows darn well that nothing could overtake a Studebaker.” 


TUDEBAKER'S seasoned eights have given new spice to motoring. 

Modern as tomorrow's newspaper in style and refinements, yet mature 
in service and success. Expect them to be different — for they're the 
champions of the world, and they look the part. 

Miles melt or linger according to your mood. Companions are they 
for the spirit which delights in going places and doing things in a big 
way. And they stand the modern pace, too. Ask any one of the owners 
of Studebaker’s hundred thousand champion eights. 


+ + 


Studebaker builds three cham- 
pion Eights. The Dictator, 
$1195 to $1395; The Com- 
mander, $1495 to $1845; and 
The President, $1765 to$2495. 
All prices at the factory. 

































































Disarmament begins at home. 
Who is this silent partner? 








“What! No spaghetti?” 


The Last Word 


Customer: Is this a Swiss cheese 
sandwich? 

Drucaist: Certainly, sir. That’s our 
special today. 

Customer: But where’s the cheese? 

Druccist: Oh, we're just serving the 
holes now. 


The employer who asks a man to 
work overtime doesn’t realize the man 
may have to call up a speakeasy and 
tell the bartender he'll be a couple of 
hours late. 


Critic 


I wish to God I'd never seen your books 
Diagnosed your little minds and pre. 
cious plot. 
Dissected dialogue, encouraged yoy 
from time to time. 
Devised new ways of saying “swell” 
and “not so hot” 
I wish to God I’d never seen your books 
They keep on coming, fietion, fact, and 
twisted rhyme. 
Two by two 
I's a fright 
Books tor breakfast 
Books at night 
Am I Blue? 
Will the Marines never come! 
Sonny Boy! 
When’s a guy 
a chanst 
t write. 
I wish to God I'd never seen your books, 
I wish to God I'd never seen. 
I wish to God. 


—ed graham. 


Great American Ailments 


Roomatizm. 
Dyspepsha. 
Toncelitis. 
Pendacitis. 


First Rapio ENTERTAINER: What's 
the matter, Joe? You look bothered. 

Seconp Rapio ENTERTAINER: I am. 
I can’t remember whether I’m an 
A and P Gypsy or a Michelin Man or 
a Flit Soldier or a Cliquot Club 
Eskimo. 


The modern kitchen is simply the 
place where you go to take things out 
of cans and put them on plates. 


“I told you we should have taken a cab! See now! It's raining!” 
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Anagrins 


Scramble up some fun for yourself. 
Take each word given below, re- 
arrange the letters in it and with the 
one given letter make up the new 
word which is defined. 

\(1) Scramble rupee with an o and 
get the playground of America. 
“>(2) Scramble rotted with an i and 
get where the pedestrian’s troubles 
begin. 

~{3) Scramble axes with a ¢ and get 
some wide open spaces. 

(4) Scramble dapper with an i and 
get a nice way to get a package. 





(5) Scramble paint with a ¢ and 
get something for a pet. 
(6) Scramble couple with an s and 
get them in the movies. 
Yammer, yammer, yammer on the hard highway. Answers on page 28 


Scott Shots . The other night at a party I hadn't 


watched a couple necking more than 


After the horse came the automobile, firm, an hour before I got a great idea for 
ey a movie of college life. 
—_ A 


and right after the automobile comes h 
the collector. Y 


Joshua commanded the sun to stand 
still, and it did so. But he knew a lot 
better than to try the same command 
on his children. 


Another thing that four out of five 
people have is a bridge game. 


Sometimes it seems as if prohibition 
were just a stunt to make people liquor 
conscious. 


Love makes the world go round 
Jooking for a job. 


Brigham Young had dozens of 
wives and he probably would have had 
more if he had been able to croon 
over the radio. 


Definition of a great city—Millions 
ot people being lonesome together. 


The modern girl is considerate. She 
returns all of her engagement rings be- 
fore getting married. 


Some people don’t believe in New 
Thought. They just use the old ones 
over and over. 


The modern druggist is just a man 
who used to sell drugs. 
—W. W. Scott. “P-P-Promise, honor-bright—you w-won’t make m-me look foolish—!!” 
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The Byrd Expedition runs out of ice cubes 
6 
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“Judge, we were arguing about where to plant the 


It Sims To Me 


There’s nothing you can do to de- 
fend yourself when a_ bandit says, 
“Throw up your hands,” or when a 
grocer says, “Eggs are eighty cents.” 


I wouldn't want to be so rich that 
cven second cousins wrote me letters. 


It’s right remarkable how much 
money a man can save simply by get- 
ting sleepy at midnight. 


Everything possible is being done to 
make bath rooms attractive, except that 
mirrors could be put on the ceiling to 
show how you look gargling. 


The worst thing about stumbling 
over a fire plug is you can’t claim the 
fire plug was coming down the wrong 
side of the street sixty miles an hour. 


Even if a traffic cop does have to stay 
out in the snow, sleet and hail, his ears 
are covered so he can’t hear the musical 
1uto horns. 


The medicine cabinet at home with 
its bottles and jars looks like a drug 
store, only there are no sandwiches. 

—Tom Sims. 


| \) aH 


Mi ‘ite 


— 


me in the eye with a snow ball!” 


It’s much wiser to be married in the 
morning, because then if the marriage 
isn’t a success you still have the rest of 
the day in which to be divorced. 


Bridge is a lot of fun. We like to 
play, but what we enjoy most is sitting 
on the sidelines as a noncombatant. 
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> radishes, and he hit 


Sometimes we think this is such a 
fine world that we even hope the movie 
ushers and truck drivers are getting 
along all right. 


There is an unconfirmed rumor to 
the effect that the Coast Guard has 
captured Washington. 


The warden is listening at the key-hole again!” 























78 PULLER. | 








“Hey, men! Ain’t these bear tracks I’m following?” 
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Willingdrift 


by Eric Hatch 


Pennypacker 


OHN PENNYPACKER, up from 
Miami for a week-end, liked it at 
Whitepanel. He liked the swim- 

ming pool and the billiard room; he 
liked being seen about with Nancy 
and the access it gave him to places 
that, not living up to his name, he had 
been unable to afford. 

As a well-wined and well-dined Sat- 
urday passed into a well-wined and 
well-dined Sunday, he began to feel so 
much at home at Whitepanel that the 
thought of ever leaving there cut him 
to the quick. So he stayed over 
Monday. 

Tuesday as the sun was shooting its 
last rays into Lake Worth, making 
Whitepanel more lovely than he had 
ever seen it, the thing got to be too 
much for him. 

He sat in the west loggia and 
looked at the frosted julep in his 
hand. He thought about the good 
dinner that Willingdrift would soon 
serve, the good breakfast the next 
morning, the good lunch. Then he 
looked at Nancy, and overcame a 
life-long prejudice against a com- 
monly accepted institution. 

He said, “Nancy, | want you to 
marry me.” 

Nancy looked at him the way Sol 
Levy, who does business on lower 
Sixth Avenue, looks at Arabs who 
come in trying to hock Ingersolls tor 
ten dollars. She said, “I heard you 
the first time.” 

“Will you marry me, Nancy?” 

“No,” she said. “Why should I?” ) 

“Don’t tell me,” he said, feeling it 
best not to answer her poser, “that 
you love another.” 

“No,” said Nancy. “I won't.” 

John Pennypacker finished his 
julep. He got up and rang a bell. 
When Willingdrift came he ordered 
another. Then he sat down. 

“Have a cigarette?” he said, ex- 
tending a large silver cigarette case 
full to overflowing with Smith's 
cigarettes. 

She shook her head. 

“To get back,” he said. “Nancy, 
why won’t you marry me? Don’t 
you see I can’t live without you?” 


“I'd begun to expect it,” 
said Nancy. 

“When?” eagerly. 

“About Monday night.” 

“Monday night?” 

“When you wired the 
hotel in Miami to give up 
your room.” 

Pennypacker laughed. The barb had 
sailed over his head and landed some- 
where out in the lake where it was 
lost in the heavy dusk. He said, “You 
know what Grant said? I'll fight it 
out on these lines if it takes all winter.” 

Nancy rose and stood in the door- 
way. The Sol Levy look appeared 
again in her eyes. She “You 
know, Penny, what Sherman said about 
the same war?” 

Then without waiting for an answer 
she hurried through the long hall 
toward the stairs. 

Pennypacker was finishing the second 
julep when Smith came home from his 
golf. Smith hadn't been glad to see 
Pennypacker the day he arrived. As he 
passed through the loggia he wasn’t 


said, 


oa 
] tot 
| Z 


glad to see him now. He paused for a 
moment before the chair wherein John 
lolled. He said, “Hurr!” 

John said, without bothering to rise, 
“T’ve just asked Nancy to marry me, 
Mr. Smith. What do you think of 
that?” 

Smith thought it was pretty damn 
bad. He slammed his golf bag and 
left, leaving behind him a trail of golf 
balls on the loggia floor that bounced 
about merrily on the marble. 

John had started at the noise. Now 
in the mellow way of one who has had 
two of Willingdrift’s juleps, he watched 
the litthe white balls as they came to 
rest in the fountain. 

“It he had a hen,” he said, 
“and those were eggs, that would have 
been a phenomenon.” 

In the hall Smith encountered his 
butler. 

“Snipperwhapper!” said Smith. 
solent penniless whip-pip-pip-pip . . . 
“Ersnapper,” said Willingdrift. 

“Aw, thanks,” Smith. He 
handed the bag to Willingdrift and 
On the third step he 


been 


“Tn- 


said 


started upstairs. 
turned. 

“Willing,” he said, “in all my years 
(Continued Page 26) 


“You know, Penny, what Sherman 
said about the same war?’ 
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Edward W. Bok 


When Edward Bok retired in 1919 
from the editorship of the Ladies’ 
Home Journal, he was fifty-six years 
old and talked of still having thirty 
years in which to enjoy life according 
to the real bent of his tastes. He only 
got ten years, but those ten years he 
doubtless did enjoy, and in the course 
of them by writing books, endowing 
causes, offering prizes and building, he 
impressed himself on his generation in 
a manner different from what he had 
done as editor. 

Yet as editor he had been very no- 
table and had accomplished a great 
deal, particularly about the conduct of 
life and made a 
reputation as the most notable of all 
editors of magazines for women. 

Bok always seemed to work for 
concrete results. He seemed always to 
follow-through his shots. He was a 
great believer in advertisement. If he 
did something or bought something or 
created something that was worth tell- 
ing about, he took pains to have it 
known. There never a better 
advertiser, unless possibly it was his 
father-in-law, Mr. Curtis. He was 
built to succeed in the generation in 
which he was launched, and he was 
not an accident, but a very well born 
Dutchman, good stuff in him and be- 
hind him; sound morals; immense dili- 
gence and persistence. One may think 
this or that about Bok, admire him 
more or admire him less or not at all, 


its mechanics. He 


was 


The home brew addict brings his own liquor. 


but there is a story in the New Testa- 
ment about a Lord who went away 
and left talents to certain of his servants 
and came back in due time and asked 
what had happened to them. Bok un- 
questionably put his talents out to in- 
terest in a fashion that must have satis- 
fied a very exacting Lord. 


—E. S. Martin. 


Running a home on a budget is sim- 
ple until the first of the month. 


“Hey, you darn fool—this water's ice-cold!” 
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Little Rambles With 
Serious Thinkers 


Pilots and passengers are seldom 
killed in airplanes when they are in 
flight. It is usually when they hit the 
ground too hard that fatalities occur. 


—General Mitchell. 


It isn’t good for a man to be mor 
than one kind of a bachelor at a time 
When he gets his Bachelor’s degree let 
him give up his bachelor’s quarters. 


—William Lyon Phelps. 


‘The women I most envy are the weak 
ones that smell good. 


—Joan Lowell. 


The chief characteristic of English 
humor is that it is cautious. 
—P, G. Wodehouse. 


Wars may be an indication of the 
youth of the human race, but we have 
reached maturity. 

—Gen. Jan Smuts. 


The stage is my life. I have given 
twenty years to it, my very life’s blood. 
And when a man gives his life’s blood 
every night, with matinees Wednes 
days, Saturdays and holidays at 2:30, 
he becomes, I suppose, a little anaemic. 


—Eddie Cantor. 
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SINBAD 
Deep stuff. 
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Mover: Now, when and where did that piano slip off my back? 


There was such a splendid crop of 
Irish potatoes this year that there 
doesn’t seem to be room for much of 
anything else in beef stews. 


You can’t sit at a soda fountain long 
without frittering away a quarter. 


It'll be quite a few weeks yet before 
trees begin to show their leaves, and 
poppies, hollyhocks and zinnias blos- 
som by the roadside, and auto heaters 
and windshield wipers begin to work. 


“He says he couldn't use it, even if you were an ex-presidentl” 
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Dilley Daileyings 


A speakeasy is a place where you go 
in and shout to your friends, yell for a 
bartender and call out your drinks. 


Our idea of lese majeste on a big 
scale would be to walk up to the gold 
brocaded head usher of a movie palace 
and say, “Gotta cigarette, buddy?” 


I’m firmly convinced that the biggest 
things in life are night club checks. 


In some of these skyscraper apart 
ments a man’s commuting problem 
doesn’t really begin until he arrives 
home at night. 


Hint to Congress: The American 
public doesn’t really want more schoon 
ers on the foam; it wants more foam 
on the schooners. 

—James L. Dilley. 


Aeroplanes are so common now that 
those overhead are seldom noticed, ex- 
cept now and then by someone who has 
slipped on an icy sidewalk. 


The bit of artistic instinct that is in 
us comes out when we start to print 
a name and address on a package. 





January 8—In a great wax this 
morning for that the first post did 
bring me a chain letter, the second I 
have received in a fortnight, with the 
request that I should copy it out and 
send it to nine other victims, and I do 
deem it both extraordinary and fortu- 
itous that the army officers, railroad 
officials, etc., who invariably start these 
atrocities are always unnamed, for if 
their identities were known, several 
hundred citizens would cheerfully con- 
spire for their assassination. Nor was 
my temper softened by the idea to be 
disseminated, namely, that one should 
not drive an automobile whilst intoxi- 
cated, so, if a chain be no stronger than 
its weakest link, this one is already 
lying in bits, for my own missive is in 
the waste-basket. Nor am I disturbed 
by the letter’s threat of ill fortune at- 
tendant upon such a gesture, having 
long since resigned the expediency of 
propitiating the gods, albeit, mindful of 
life’s irony, I shall be more careful than 
ever in crossing thoroughfares, lest a 
drunken chauffeur mow me down. Up 
and did on a chiffon frock and a spring 
topcoat, the weather being like May, 
and so by cab to Lisa Porting’s for 
luncheon, taking such a prodigious time 
to go a few squares that I do wonder 
why there is not an ordinance requiring 
pedestrians to regard the traffic signals, 
and I should also approve a statute 
carrying an extreme penalty for mer- 
chants who solicit trade by telephone, 
having been approached thrice yester- 
day by soft-spoken women whom I 
mistook at first for college classmates, 
but who finished off by asking if their 
firms could take my photograph, at no 
charge or inconvenience to myself. My 
composure restored somewhat by the 
merry gabble at Lisa’s, in especial when 
J. Ayers confided that her Chinese ser- 
vant, politely entreated by a guest to 


put some 
water in his 
aut om obile, 
had dumped a 

large bucket of it 

into the front seat. 

January 9—Lay 

late, pondering 

this and that, such 

as the unconscious 

humour of the ad- 

verb “soberly” in 

the opening lines 

of the marriage 

service, and why 

Englishmen write 

all the good mys- 

tery fiction. Then up and off to the 
shops to buy some bed linen, having 
waked this day with my head poking 
through the hem of a sheet in such a 
fashion that I might have strangled 
myself had I turned to left or right, and 
Sam having commented that a woman 
who goes in heavily for lace and silken 
blanket covers should be consistent 
enough to lay out a dollar or two on a 
decent foundation for them, and that 
the vaudevillian who threatened to 
sing a song entitled, “Give Me Half 
the Bed or I'll Tear Up the Sheets,” 


would have no trouble at all in our 
house, forasmuch as the laundry’s 
mangle would have given him several 
good starts. So home, very weary, to 
read in Richard Oke’s “Frolic Wind,” 
which tickles me mightily, being full of 
sparkle and wisdom, and wrote with 
the tongue well back in the cheek, and 
I did like in especial that the only 
individuals ever known to have refused 
invitations to the Jeunes’ week-ends 
were Elihu Root, Compton Mackenzie, 
D’Annunzio, and Richard Oke him- 
And, mindful of Count Karolyi’s 
prophecy that the arrival of Socialism 
would end war, I was moved by the 
comment that “the world won’t alter 
much, because there is no such thing 
as inherited memory.” To dine and 
play bridge this night with a man and 
wife of our recent acquaintance, Sam 
hoping, as we left the house, that it 
would not turn out to be one of those 
“Fergodsakes, darling!” games. 


—Baird Leonard. 


self. 


Great American Institutions 
Factreez 
Musheenry 
Laybrors 
Superntendents 





“I was in that telephone booth about forty minutes, 
but I managed to square myself.” 
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LIFE’S LITTLE EDUCATIONAL CHARTS. 


The Beast as Man’s Best 
Parlor Companion. 


Glimpses of Communities 

where Animals Augqment 

the Richness of Man’s Life 

by Assisting him in his 
Games. 








. i 

In the Argentine, whenever a party begins to lag and the 

guests start in to fidget, the host can always save the day by 

starting a game of “Zobbeling.” This is a game of the “problem | 

Winy) Wp variety,” the only paraphernalia consisting of two buck Zobbels, | 
|) pr aS ) (em two pieces of string, a sugar doughnut and a parasol. The idea | 
is to get the sugar doughnut onto the other string without | 

removing the Zobbels’ horns. 


North-east of Iceland in Uewk, the Eskimos never sit down 
to a bridge game without a whale as a fifth. By affixing an 
“Iblogg” (or “Spray Controller”) onto his spout, they can shape 
his spray into hearts, clubs, diamonds or spades an 1n- 
genious system to remind them what's trumps. This use of the 
whale accounts for their expression, “Let's sit down to a blubber 


of bridge.” 











When Gen. Grant was on his world tour in '77, he chanced, as a diplomatic gesture, 
to introduce the Amir of Iraq to our game, “Going to Jerusalem” or “Musical Chairs.” 
As scrambling jor chairs in person struck the leisurely potentate as a trifle too violent, = Seuss 
he adopted the game in a more subtle form. With snails scrambling for snail-sized 

chairs, the Amir’s game has now been in progress some 53 years... . handing him a 
good long thrill with practically no commotion at all. 
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WASHINGTON —In a_ bulletin 
issued by the U. S. Women’s Bureau 
women’s lot in the industrial world is 
described as very hard, with wages based 
on the assumption of sex inferiority. 
Chivalry is branded as “an age-worn the- 
oretical myth,” and marriage declared 
to be no state of economic security; as 
in ten groups of industry over 50°, of 
the women workers are married. In a 
group of 17,000 unmarried women 
“one in five is caring for a family with 
no help from men relatives.” 


COLUMBIA, S. C—The State Su 
preme Court is now on record that a 
jury is within its rights in “drinking 
the evidence.” Justice John G. Stabler 
said: “The trial judge allowed the jury 
to take the liquor into their room and 
stated that they might ‘smell it or taste 
it or do whatever they liked about 
that. There was no compulsion as to 
the smelling or tasting.” 


FREE SOIL, Mich—The Parent- 
Teacher Association will hold a debate 
“Resolved, that the 
wife should carry the pocketbook.” 


on the question: 


‘De Commissioner 
s8ys ya been y 
naughty and ya Y 


poy pds “Oh, yeah?* 


NEW YORK—Police Commissioner 
Whalen has given notice that any crook 
seen within the district from Eighth 
street to Sixtieth street and from Third 
avenue to Eighth avenue will be arrest- 
ed and brought before the nearest city 
Magistrate to answer to a charge of va- 
grancy, and the force of detectives and 
policemen in this district will be con- 
siderably increased. 


CHADDSFORD, Pa.—A__ burglar 
who tried to enter the house of John D. 
Schiedt by way of a chimney got 
stuck and was forced to call upon the 
occupants for help. He was rescued by 
firemen and arrested by State police. 


BUFFALO, N. Y.—Mrs. Catherine 
Hauser, thirty-seven, seeks a separation 
from her husband, Anton Hauser, on 
the grounds he forces her to scrub his 
back, shave him and make beer and 
wine, among other things. 


CHICAGO, that 
Terry Druggan had made millions in 


Il. — Claiming 


the beer business and failed to account 
for it in income tax returns, the Gov 
ernment auctioned off Drugyan’s $170,- 
000 Florida estate for $40,000, Druggan 
himself being the purchaser through 
his bondsman, A. H. Dressler. Here's 
how Druggan figured it out. “The 
Government sells my estate and | lose 


$170,000. I buy it for $40,000 and am 


out that much. Take $40,000 from 


$170,000 and you get $130,000. I’ve 
made less some days. 


WASHING TON—Prohibition is the 
“biggest Santa Claus” America has 
ever known, F. Scott McBride, super- 
intendent of the Anti-Saloon League, 
said today. Prohibition, he continued, 
“has provided countless thousands of 
new homes, millions of automobiles, 
nearly doubled the amount of life in- 
surance, multiplied our savings deposits 
and transformed pauperism into plenty 
and hopelessness into ambition.” 
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PORTLAND, Ore.—Robert Nealey, 
twenty-one, former “strong man” and 
football star of Deering High School, 
Chicago, offers to work for the rest of 
his lite for anybody who will give him 
$295 for. a three months’ electrical 
Says Nealey: “If any person 
will put me through the Coyne Elec 
trical School, | will work tor him the 


course, 


rest of my lite, continue my study of 
clectricity, if he so desires, or do any 
thing he may want me to do.” 


W ASHING’TON—Senator Jones, of 
Washington, adds his bit to the en 
forcement discussion now agitating the 
capital. “In my judgment,” he said 
over the radio, “a far fewer number oi 
Senators Representatives drink 
now than did twenty or thirty years 
apo. 


and 


I have seen far fewer Senators 
under the influence of liquor during 
the last ten years than I did during the 
preceding ten years. They will get 
tewer and fewer as the years go by.” 


PARIS—M. Ernest Guy, head of a 
French mission of grape growers and 
wine makers which went to the United 
States to study prohibition says that the 
United States will presently evolve a 
“sensible form of liquor control. Let 
us thank America for the spectacle she 
has given to the world,” Guy’s report 
He argues that it should serve 
as an object lesson to every country. 


Say s. 
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From the Wereid Tribune Washington 
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Life in Washington 


EOPLE are getting all worked up 
Pas this new “parrot-fever,” but 
Lord! it’s been endemic at the Capitol 
since Polly was an egg. Prohibition, 
lariff, Disarmament; Disarmament, 
Tariff, Prohibition; Borah, Smoot, 
Hoover; Hoover, Smoot, Borah. If a 
new issue or a new face popped up 
there'd be a panic in the bird-cage. 
“Parrot-fever” or slow-motion movies 
being run backwards. Here you are: 

The Methodists are feeling their oats 
while the Coast Guard is feeling its 
rye. The “Newport Massacre” fades 
out when Dr. Clarence True Wilson 
urges the repeal of the Fourth Amend- 
ment in favor of the sacred Eighteenth, 
on the principle that the greater in- 
cludes the less. The Crime Commis- 
sion’s report was as soft as the opening 
of a bottle of lemon soda. The District 
of Columbia is to have a “model” en- 
forcement act and, probably, some 
model enforcement agents: men who 
can distinguish at a glance between a 
Senator’s liquor and a colored boot- 
legger who doesn’t contribute regularly 
to the police Christmas Club. The 
House cheered the Coast Guard in the 
course of debate. A gentleman who 
was not a dry politician is credited 
with having said: “Don’t cheer, boys, 
the poor devils are dying.” The only 
good word comes from Vermont, 
where the State Supreme Court has 
voided the law which compelled the 
buyer of liquor to disclose the source 
of his supply. New England leads the 
Whiskey Rebellion and it doesn’t do 
the least bit of harm to the Coolidge 
cause in 1932. 

Politics continues. The Tariff wob 
bles along. Higher wool duties were 
defeated. Two women experts were 
admitted to the floor of the Senate to 
explain that rayon wasn’t a new kind 
of therapeutic lamp. Mrs. Gladys 
Moon Jones, propagandist for low 
sugar duties, stood the Senate’s smell- 
ing’ committee on its head. Reed 
Smoot celebrated his _ sixty-eighth 
birthday by admitting that he had 
never touched tobacco or alcohol, 
which explains Mr. Smoot but that’s 


all. The Old Guard is hunching for 
Calvin in 1932. Calvin came to the 
defense of American prosperity, be- 
cause so many of us had insured our 
lives for so much money. He didn’t 
say that after the G. O. P. resumed 
power, people who had never insured 
themselves before started taking out 
policies. The President carried the war 
into Hiram Johnson’s country when 
Smoot introduced a bill to call Boulder 
Dam “Hoover Dam.” As the dam is 
Johnson’s strong card in his fight 
against the Hoover crowd out on the 
coast, the strategy of this move is 
delightful. 

When word came that the “George 
Washington” had installed a floating 
brewery, our naval delegates embarked 
with joyous alacrity. Then French 
Government went into a huddle, sent 
Tardieu on an off-tackle jab at Mus- 
solini, tried a forward-pass to Primo 
de Rivera and was off-side on both 
plays. Word went out to the Protest- 
ant churches to start praying for the 
naval parley on January 19. Nobody 
has started praying for the navy. 

The diplomatic corps has started a 
weekly series of “good-will” broadcasts, 
involving speeches and national music 
by Ministers and Ambassadors. We can 
hardly wait until Mr. Wu gets on the 
air with “Those Chinese Eastern Rail 
way Blues.” —). F. 


Political Bust 


Sen Norris of Nebraska. 


Senator Norris of Nebraska, one of 
the leaders of the Western Republican 
Progressives, says that if Governor 
Fisher of Pennsylvania wishes to make 
a “damn fool” of himself and appoint 
“Uncle Joe” Grundy to the Senate, that 
is Governor Fisher’s affair, and he 
will not interfere. However, that is 
the only thing the Fighting Senator 
does not interfere with. He has suc 
ceeded in making himself the fly in all 
other Republican molasses—to such an 
extent that President Hoover has gone 
out to get his scalp when he comes up 
for re-election in 1930. 


—Barksdale Rogers. 


SpirireD Huspanp: Now, see here—every time you start 
listening to Rudy Vallée, I’m going out to look at Clara Bow! 
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Migratious! 


HE gay birds are not migrating 
south this winter .. . in fact, 
many of them are not even gay 
. in fact, they are not even birds, 
but tame, tired bulls . . . however, tor 
those orphans of the storm who are 
going to miss the dip in the gulf 
stream, the wandering beneath verdant 
a tropical moon, to say 
nothing of the evenings at Bradley’s, 
there is solace in the suggestion that 
though they are without the necessary 
carfare and spending money, they may 
still enjoy the same southerly 
tions right here in little old New York 
love will find a way, even of 

ark Avenue. 


palms and 


sensa 


Florida Water 


Having the interest of the “great 
at heart, | have organized the 
A. F. T. R. O. S. 8. (Association For 
V'he Relief of Suffering Stay-at-homes) 
und we i already taken steps to have 
the South brought to your very pent- 
house doorstep 
carried out as directed, 


W ashed” 


if our plans are 
Manhattan will 


TANT 


wy \t 


be so attractive that there won’t be a 

soul below the Mason-Dixon line this 

winter! . . . First of all, the proprietors 

ot hotels housing swimming pools have 

kindly agreed to decorate their solari- 

ums with palm trees, cover the floors 

with sand and install “prop” moons 
several speakeasy owners 

have already installed these 

so that the 

young man who has to 

stay-about-town ought 

to be able to enjoy 

himself just as 

much as if he were 

sojourning on 

southern shores. 


accessories 


Ah Miami! 


At our suggestion (the 4. F. T. R. 
O. S. S.) the Park Avenue Association 
has also planted palm trees on both 
sides of the thoroughfare and has put 
in a complete feet of wheel chairs, 
with colored chauffeurs .. . what more, 
we (the 4. F. T. R. O. S. 8S.) ask you, 


could anyone desire than to be able to 
step from one’s apartment house into 
a wheel chair, thence to be bi- 

cycled down the avenue to 
Forty-fifth street, where 

just a block or two 





west one will find a fully equipped 
golf emporium where one may while 
away the afternoons smiting the little 
white pill? 


I opics of ‘] he Day 


“But what about that Southern sun- 
light?” cry ten thousand debutante 
daughters of destitute directors 

we, the 4. F. T.R.O.S.8 

have even thought of that 

simply rent one of 

those sun lamps, place it 

in a corner of the living 

and spend a few 
hours a day lounging on 
the Baluchistan under the 
shade of a beach umbrella 
with a copy of the latest 
two dollar and a half dirt 
. . « Of course the dear 
things won’t meet any eli- 
gible men this way, so we, 
the A. F. T. R. O. S. S., 
have prevailed upon the 
Park Ave. Association to 
substitute sun lamps for 
street lamps and they will be 
able to lounge on the curb, 
where they will be noticed. 


room 





Palm Beach Party 


Palm Beach parties are bound to be 
the rage this season in the better apart- 
ments along Orphan Alley .. . all the 
cuests will be attired in bathing suits 
and beach pajamas, and after several 
synthetic “Miami Specials’ have been 
taken aboard who will know the dif- 
ference? . roulette wheels and bird 
cages will liven up the evening, or 
a common pair of dice will suffice to 
sive one that Bradley feeling, and an 
ordinary pop-gun will sound just the 
same as champagne corks . . . we, the 
(. F. T. R. O. S. S., thank you. 


New York Notes 


l’isitors coming to New York should 
wire ahead for hotel and speakeasy 
reservations . . . the subway could be 
brightened considerably by having the 
turnstiles play something when you 
drop a nickel . . . one good thing about 
prohibition is there isn’t any prohibi- 


tion . there are people who have 
lived in New York so long they know 
where the East Side subway goes . . 

why hasn’t some bright merchant 
thought of the idea of getting the 
crowds into his store by remodeling 
the front to make it look like a speak- 
casy entrance? . . . even though the 
cops do not drink while on duty, 
Grover Whalen has ordered them to 
quit doing it . . . after prohibition is 
over and the speakeasies have been 
abolished, where are the policemen 
going to spend their winters? . . . it 
is probably true that Rip Van Winkle 
‘lept twenty years, but there is a de- 
tective in New York who has been on 
the force twenty-five years . . . Mayor 
Walker was in the city for the holidays. 


Prize Story 


This may be an old one but it’s a 
good gag anyway .. . at a party re- 
cently, a well-known actress called up 
a man whom she disliked about three 

o'clock in the morning (I 
don’t mean she didn’t like 
hira about that time in the 
morning, but that is the time 
she called him) and said, 
“Hold the wire, please, Wash- 
ington is calling” 
. . . the poor sap 
sat there in his pa- 
jamas for about 
fifteen minutes, 





wondering who in heck in Washing 
ton wanted him and what it 
all about . . . at the end of that time 
the gal again spoke in a sweet voice. 
“Hold the line, please, I'm trying to 
put that Washington call through” .. . 
after another ten or fifteen minutes the 
mean hussy rushed to the phone and 
said, “Say, are you calling Washing 
ton?” . .. the man, a nervous wreck 
by this time, yelled, “Yes!” and then 
received this terrible blow, “Well, hang 
up. you boob! Washington’s dead!” 


was 





‘Theatre .:- wy rRaiph Barton 


F' COURSE, it is none of my 

business what Edwin Justus 

Mayer chooses to do with his 
work when it is finished, but I wish he 
had taken his “Children of Darkness” 
directly to a good publisher of books 
instead of having it produced first as 
a play. It is a somewhat euphuistic, 
but, nevertheless, successful try at an 
all-over design in words, painted vague- 
ly over a story running through a day 
in the life of Jonathan Wild and his 
fellow prisoners in Newgate, in May, 
1725, which might make excellent 
reading in bed before dropping off to 
sleep, but which is pretty hard to take 
in a more or less upright position in an 
orchestra chair. The place for massed 
garlands of phrases in the eighteenth 
century manner is in the home, and not 
in the theatre. I haven’t got anything 
against them, but I like a pillow behind 
my head when there are egads and 
how-nows before my eyes. It is my 
private weakness to find it intensely 
trying to listen to even Shakespeare’s 
spellbinding rhetorical legerdemain 
recited aloud by a band of strutting 
actors in stagey costumes; and Mr. 
Mayer, with all his virtues, is not quite 
the prestidigitator the Bard was. 

Just the same, I bore up fairly well 
under “Children of Darkness” for an 
act or two. I bore up, in fact, until one 
of the characters came to a line which 
ended, “. . . like small boys running to 
a fire.” It was that that finished me, 
for no sooner were the words out of 
the actor’s mouth than half a dozen 
fire engines, sirens shrieking, tore 
through Forty-seventh Street, rattling 
the Biltmore Theatre to its foundations 
and crumpling my morale. There was 
a short, sharp struggle between my 
rude and my well-brought-up selves, 
ending in utter defeat for my well- 
brought-up self. I snatched my hat 
from the rack under the seat and ran 
out after the Hook and Ladder, 
through Forty-seventh Street and up 
Sixth Avenue in a heedless career 
amongst the pillars of the elevated; 
and, before I knew it, I was at home 
in bye-bye, reading in Wilkinson’s 
“Manners and Customs of the Ancient 
Egyptians.” 

The worst of the “Children of Dark- 
ness” sort of thing is the dreadful 
effect that mouthfuls of obsolete words, 
combined with wigs and tights, have 
on actors. In this case, Mary Ellis, 


Walter Kingsford, Charles Dalton and 
Eugene Powers managed to look al- 
most as natural as life under the weight 
of it all, but it obviously went to Basil 
Sydney’s head and reduced him to a 
mere plaything for his spirit control, 
Junius Brutus Booth. The demon of 
the old barnstormer possessed him and 
did strange things to his eyebrows. The 
right one behaved itself normally 
enough, maintaining its correct position 
above the right eye rather nobly 
throughout the evening, but the left 
eyebrow wriggled all over Mr. Sydney’s 





P.M ee 


Without mentioning any names, there is one 
little ticket scalper in town who has made the 
managers sit up and take notice. He sells 
seats at box-office prices plus exactly $0.00. 


face, squeezing tears out of its eye, 
quivering with pain or anger, dipping 
giddily to pluck a particularly luscious 
syllable trom the teeth and then going 
mad with pride and joy and scamper- 
ing off to recover its equilibrium in Mr. 
Sydney’s ruffled wig. Mr. Sydney's 
performance of Hamlet in modern 
dress a few years ago proved that he 
would be an actor of the first order 
if he would only quench his taste for 
the sock and buskin. I'd give a pretty 
to see him play a part in a teacup 
comedy by Frederick Lonsdale, with 
his pants pressed and with bear’s grease 
on his unruly locks. 

If Miss Ellis’ performance seemed 
vastly superior, it was because she per- 
mitted herself numerous gestures and 
inflections that recalled Broadway of 
today to the point of making one ex- 
pect her to do an “Off to Buffalo” as 
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an exit at any moment. And, besides, 
Miss Ellis is a very large eyeful and 
she is not obliged to wear tights. 


ACK in November, Frank Craven 

opened in a comedy called “Salt 
Water” on the same night that some 
other entertainments exposed them- 
selves to the world, and I reasoned that 
a comedy with Frank Craven in it 
would be running long after the other 
plays had closed and that there would 
be plenty of time to go around and 
see him later. That is the way I missed 
“Lightnin’” and “Abie’s Irish Rose.” 
One thing after another kept coming 
up, year after year, and both shows 
closed before I saw them. 

I did, however, get around, at last, 
to see “Salt Water,” paying for my 
seat (the John Golden management 
and Lire Publishing Company please 
note) with money I have saved since 
champagne dropped from $120 to $95 
a case. It is a nice, quiet little comedy 
about a victim of Fate, family, fortune, 
a high-handed wife and Mrs. Grundy, 
who dreamed of going to sea in a big 
ship and who ended by piloting a ferry- 
boat on a six-minute run. It might 
have been a better comedy if Mr. 
Craven had written it himself, but it 
couldn’t have been much more craven- 
esque and it couldn’t have afforded the 
American theatre’s best victim more 
opportunities to look baffled and sheep- 
ish and hen-pecked and generally ap- 
pealing. It is a good place to go to 
calm down a bit. 


GOOD comedian, Hugh O’Con- 

nell, is wasted in an_ idiotic 
farce called “A Sap from Syracuse,” 
which is quite as bad as it sounds, 
being a series of parched stretches of 
plot filler between bursts of cheap wise 
cracks. Because it is playing in Forty- 
second Street, it will probably pick up 
some trade among those who pass by 
and can not read, and then it will dic 
the death and everybody concerned 
with it will say that they got a bad 
break. 


HE good news of the present 
period is that Ruth Draper, even 
more marvelous than ever, is at the 
Comedy Theatre with five new char- 


acter sketches. “Three Women and 
Mr. Clifford” is particularly superb. 
























































IN “SALT WATER” AND IN “WATERLOO BRIDGE.” 


Frank Craven as a ferry-boat owner and 
June Walker as a daughter of joy. 
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“Devil May Care™ 


HEN the movies first started 
chattering there was a loud 
cheer from that _ patriotic 
group of people who believe that movie 
contracts and other charity should be- 
gin at home. Large importations of 
foreign stars had been taking a lot of 
good American money away from the 
domestic talent, and so the talkies were 
welcomed in the belief that foreign 
accents would be taboo. But just the 
reverse of this theory appears to be 
true. As examples of the popularity of 
the accent we have Lily Damita in 
“The Cock Eyed World,” Maurice 
Chevalier in “The 
Love Parade,” Fifi 
Dorsay in “They 
Had To See 
Paris,” and now, 
Ramon Novarro 
in “Devil May 
Care.” Which 
proves that broken 
English is no 
more handicap to 
Hollywood actors 
than it has been 
to the producers. 
Mr. Novarro, 
who has always 
been a satisfactory 
silent performer, 
adds to his attrac- 
tiveness with a 
speaking voice 
that is always un- 
derstandable in 
spite of his Castil- 
ian accent, and a 
singing voice of 
the pleasantly sexy quality that has 
made Rudy Vallée the greatest hidden 
menace to family life in the history of 
the nation. In comparing the Novarro 
screen technique with that of Chevalier, 
we would say that the big difference is 
in the range of feminine appeal. Ra- 
mon is certain to increase the blood 
pressure of most ladies between the ages 
of sixteen and forty-six. Chevalier, 
with his added sophistication, must 
needs sacrifice many adolescents in or- 
der to attract the more comprehensive 
group that includes all the fair sex from 
twenty-four on. 
The story, an adaptation of “La Ba- 
taille Des Dames” by Eugene Scribe 
and Ernest Legouvex, tells how a 


young Bonapartist falls in love with 
an ardent royalist, and overcomes all 
of their political differences by singing 
sentimental little chansons at odd mo- 
ments. Movie fans who object to his- 
torical films need have no fears about 
seeing this one, as the period is merely 
used as an excuse to let Ramon wear 
romantic doodads and make love like 
the Gascons were supposed to make 
love in those good old days. 

Dorothy Jordan, who plays the roy- 
alist sweetheart, is a delight to the eye 
and fairly easy on the ear, but as a 
dramatic actress she is far from expert. 
The part requires quite a bit of emo- 
tional work, due to the fact that Ramon 








“Could you sing like Rudy Vallée, Mr. Peebles—Molly will git up 
if she hears a love song.” 


is forever breaking into Dorothy’s room 
in the middle of the night—in a nice 
way, of course—but nevertheless it 
would take quite a talented actress to 
look adequately surprised under the cir- 
cumstances as they exist in this par- 
ticular picture. 

The most enjoyable feature is Mr. 
Novarro’s rendition of the songs, 
“Charming,” and “The Shepherd's 
Serenade.” Another entertaining musi- 
cal performance is that of Marion Har- 
ris, the well-known vaudeville and re- 
cording artist. We also commend very 
highly the work of John Miljan as 
Ramon’s rival and William Humphrey 
as Napoleon. 

You should see “Devil May Care.” 
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“No, No, Nanette” 


HEN “No, No, Nanette” was 

presented on Broadway aé¢ a mv. 
sical comedy, with Louise Groody jn 
the leading réle, it was as_pleasani 
diversion as one could wish to see. The 
plot was about as nondescript as other 
musical comedy plots, but the show 
soon became an outstanding success, 
due to two musical numbers: “Tea For 
Two,” and “Sometimes I’m Happy.” 
In the screen adaptation the producers 
have taken the least attractive element 
of the piece: namely, the plot, and 
have attempted to make it the most 
important feature of the film. And 
so, instead of he. 
ing a peppy, tune- 
ful musical come- 
dy, it is now just 
another slow-mov- 
ing, creaky film 
comedy with in- 
cidental music. 

Heading __ the 
cast are Bernice 
Claire and Alex- 
ander Gray, and 
as far as this de- 
partment is con- 
cerned, they may 
or may not have 
good singing 
voices. The voices 
we heard were 
fair enough, but 
certain little oddi- 
ties in the singing 
technique, _partic- 
ularly of Miss 
Claire, leads us to 
wonder whether 
or not voice doubles were used. For 
instance, Miss Claire can sing the word 
“you” with a long oou on the end of it, 
and show all of her teeth at the same 
time in a bright smile. Try and do it! 
Bridge players would probably describe 
this as an informative double. 

Lire does not recommend “No, No, 
Nanette,” but it does recommend the 
valiant efforts of Louise Fazenda, 
Lucien Littlefield and Zasu Pitts. We 
have never seen players get as much 
out of as little material as they do. 

It is impossible to believe that Direc- 
tor Clarence Badger is responsible for 
the destructive changes that have been 
made from the original version of “No, 
No, Nanette.” 
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Lire’s Ticket SERVICE 
How Lire readers can get good 
orchestra seats at box-office prices 
to all shows on this page indicated 

by stars. 
See Page 28 











(Listed in the order of their openings.) 


Comedy and Drama 


WSrreeT Scene. Ambassador. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Elmer Rice’s great drama of the 
tenements. 

W®Journey’s Env. Henry Miller’s. $4.40—In 
the trenches with the British. 

®Birv In Hann. Forrest. $3.85—Civilized com- 
edy by John Drinkwater. 

It’s A Wise Cuirv. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—Uncivilized comedy by what's-his- 
name. 

Houseparty. Forty-eighth Street—Murder in 
a fraternity house. 

®SrrictLy DisHonoraste. Avon. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—The most satisfying, and most 
satisfyingly played, comedy of amour in 
town. 

*Supway Express. Liberty. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Sudden death between stations, and 
a thrilling solution. 

*®TuHe Criminar Cope. National. $3.85—What 
goes on in our leading penitentiaries. 
*%June Moon. Broadhurst. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—Side-splitting comedy about pthe 

song-writers, 

WBERKELEY Square. Lyceum. $4.40—A mere 
nothing rendered fascinating by Leslie How- 
ard’s acting. 

*®Broken Disues. Masque. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—The domestic difficulties of one 
Donald Meek. 

*Your Uncre Duptey. Cort. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Pointless farce about a popular Ro- 
tarian. 

Ir Never Rains. Eltinge—A good deal of 
shouting about California real estate. 
®MeENvDEL, Inc. Ritz. $3.00—Good fun for 
Alexander Carr fans. 

WSart Water. John Golden. $3.85—Frank 
Craven as a ferry boat owner in spite of 
himself. 

Younc Sinners. Morosco—How the young 
behave on a sofa. 

®&Micuaet Anp Mary. Charles Hopkins. $4.40 
—Sentimental little play by A. A. Milne. 

*Rep Rust. Martin Beck. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Crude but interesting play about 
modern Russia. 

*Inspector KenNEpy. Bijou. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—William Hodge as a police in- 
spector. 

Meteor. Guild—Lunt and Fontanne pull the 
Guild out of a hole. 

WRicneviev. Hampden’s. $3.85—Walter Hamp 
den in a first class characterization. 

®Deatu Taxes A Hormay. Ethel Barrymore. 
$3.85—Philip Merivale as the Grim Reaper. 

RutH Draper. Comedy—A fine artist in some 
new characterizations. 

Seven. Republic. $3.00—Sat. Hol. $3.85— 
Another war play. 

®Tue First Mrs. Fraser. Playhouse. $3.85— 
Sat. Hol. $4.40—Grace George in a de- 
lightful comedy by St. John Ervine. 
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Crry Haut. Hudson—The low-down on mu- 
nicipal government. 

®WateRLoo Brivce. Fulton. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—An innocent soldier and a senti- 
mental street-walker. 

WCHILDREN oF Darkness. Biltmore. $3.85— 
Words, words, words in the eighteenth cen- 
tury manner. 

At Tue Borrom. Waldorf—Revised version 
of Gorki’s “The Lower Depths.” 
Puantoms. Wallack’s—Shooting and mystery. 
®Sap From Syracuse. Sam H. Harris. $3.00— 
Sat. Hol. $3.85—Wise cracks. 
Nancy’s Private Arran. Vanderbilt—The 
marriage and divorce question. 


Eye and Ear 


*®TuHe Lirrte SHow. Music Box. $4.40—Sat. 
Hol. $5.50—The show with “Moanin’ Low” 
in it—also Clifton Webb, Fred Allen and 
Libby Holman. 

WEart Carroiy’s SketcH Boox. Forty-fourth 
Street. $6.60—Girls, Will Mahoney and the 
Three Sailors. 

*kSweer Avevine. Hammerstein. $6.60—Irene 
Franklin, Helen Morgan and Charles But- 
terworth to Jerome Kern’s music. 

WTHe Srreer Sincer. Shubert. $5.50— 
Queenie Smith, Andrew Tombes and a good 
dancing chorus. 

Georce Wuite’s Scanpats. Apollo—The tenth 
edition. Frances Williams and the How- 
ards. 

*%A WonverFut Nicur. Majestic. $5.50— 
Strauss’ “Die Fledermaus” on a wonderful 
revolving stage. 

WBitteR Sweet. Ziegfeld. $6.60—The tooth- 
some Evelyn Laye in Noel Coward’s oper- 
etta. 

*Heaps Up! Alvin. $5.50—A good show with 
Jack Whiting, Victor Moore and Richard 
Rodgers’ music. 

*Sons O' Guns. Imperial. $6.60—One of the 
best, with Jack Donahue and Lily Damita. 
WFirty Mitvion Frencumen. Lyric. $6.60— 

The Ritz bar to Cole Porter's music. 

*Top Sprep. Forty-sixth Street. $5.50—Ginger 
Rogers and Lester Allen in an ordinary 
show. 


“Don’t lean back like that, daddy. 









Woor, Woor! Royale—Louise Brown and a 
show as good as the title. 
*®Waxe Up Anp Dream. Selwyn. $6.60—Tilly 
Losch is more than beautiful; she is neat. 
*®Srrike Up Tue Bann. Times Square. $6.60~ 
Clark and McCullough to George Gersh. 
win’s music. 


Movies 


Devit May Care. (TaLkieE) Metro-Goldwyn— 
Reviewed in this issue. 

No, No, Nanette. (TaLkie) Warner Bros. 
—Reviewed in this issue. 

THe Micuty. (TaLkre) Paramount—Georg 
Bancroft as a personable gangster. Recom 
mended. 

Hor For Paris. (Tarkie) Fox—Not so hot! 

UntaMep. (Tatkie) Metro-Goldwyn—Joan 
Crawford spends hours trying to persuade a 
man to marry her in spite of her millions, 

Pointep Hees. (TaLkie) Paramount—Helep 
Kane enlivens another story of backstage 
life. 

GENERAL Crack. (TaLkie) Warner Brothers 
—John Barrymore establishes himself as a 
talkie star. See it. 

Tue TrespasseR. (Tatkie) United Artists— 
Gloria Swanson gives a fine performance in 
a pretty tedious story. 

THE MARRIAGE PLAYGROUND. 
mount—No. 


(TaLKie) Para 


TAMING OF THE SHREW. (TALKIE) United 
Artists—Mary and Doug offer a slapstick 
version that will amuse the movie fans 
and make Shakespeare turn over in his 
grave. 

SHow oF SHows. (Tatkie) Warner Brothers 
—Something like the Hollywood Revue, 
only more crowded and not as good. 

Tue Kiss. (Sitenr) Metro-Goldwyn—Prob 
ably Greta Garbo’s last silent film, and a 
good one. 

Sonc oF Love. (Tatxre) Columbia—Belle 
Baker and Ralph Graves in a boring reltash 
of backstage life. 

MaRIANNE. (TaLKiE) Metro-Goldwynm—Mar 
ion Davies’ best effort. 


(Continued on Page 28) 
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posture just because | inherit leaning back like that from you.” 
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A LETTER CONCERNING FEB. 14TH 
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THE DAY WHICH LOVERS HAVE iy 


OBSERVED AND POETS HAVE ie 
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HONORED FROM TIME IMMEMORIAL. iS 
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Dear Pierrot— a 


You rack your brains to find the perfect gift for 
her. Now comes Saint Valentine’s Day and your 
gift must carry a deeper sentiment than mere remem- 
brance. It must be a flattering tribute. It must be rare 
and of exquisite workmanship to recommend you as a man of 
taste and discrimination, it must appeal to the lady so strongly 
that she will smile at your thoughtfulness for a long time to come. 


Here is a secret, Pierrot—you may keep it at your discretion. For one dollar ($1.00!!) you may 
buy the gold of centuries—in exquisite modern setting. You may send the lady a gift fashioned by 
the greatest masters of all ages, and you will be but one dollar poorer. 


The Golden Book magazine is that most refreshing and brilliant collection of good literature that 
people are finding so entertaining, such a sure charm against dullness. Each number is a treasure 
chest of stories, plays, poems, essays, bits of personality caught in a word, a phrase. It contains 
not only the most scintillating modern writing, but the most inspired and enjoyable classics. 
And, Pierrot, you can send six numbers, six incomparable reminders, for exactly one dollar. 


Have you ever lain awake nights trying to think of intriguing, clever, amusing things to say to the 
lady? Would you accept help, Pierrot? Allow Arnold Bennett to tell her through the February 
Golden Book of the wily mind-reader who helped Florence choose a husband, Alfred de Musset of 
the gallant little grisette named Mimi Pinson—allow Edgar Wallace to tell her of the Terrible Men 
and Irvin S. Cobb of the Wise Men. A long and delectable list to fascinate a lady of any tempera- 
ment. 


And you must realize, Pierrot, that this relieves you of any further worry. We not only send the 
gift with a suitable announcement in time for Saint Valentine’s Day (that is, if you mail the coupon 
below with your dollar very promptly), but we will be sending portions of your gift for five months to 
come. Send the coupon today and then rest assured that you have chosen wisely. 


The Review of Reviews Corporation. 
P.S. Pierrot, if we have made a mistake and the lady doesn’t exist, do not be dull and lonely. Send 


the Golden Book to yourself—and see what six months of this new kind of entertainment will 
do for you. 


Review of Reviews Corp. 


| 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


| Enclosed find one dollar for a six months’ subscription to the Golden " 
Book to be sent as a Valentine gift to : 


EPPEPPPPPPPPEPPPPPPPPPPPPPPEPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP 
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PATIENT SHOPMAN: 
Harp-tTo-PLeas—E Customer: 
get tired? 


Willingdrift 
(Continued from Page 9) 


as a host—a pretty red hot host too, I 
think—I have never asked a guest to 
leave my roof.” 

“IT know,” said Willingdrift. 

“I may have to,” said Smith. 

“T wouldn’t be at all surprised,” said 
Willingdrift, “if Mr. Pennypacker did 
try to take that with him too when he 
left.” 

“Haw!” said Smith. “You made a 
joke!” He disappeared around the 
landing. Willingdrift waited. He 
wanted to see Nancy when she came 
down. 

She arrived a few moments after 
Smith went up. Willingdrift was fuss- 
ing with some things on the hall table. 
She said, “Pa’s sore as hell at me, Wil- 


Wi 
: ty 


{ 
q 


That one sits -beautifully on the head, sir. 
But what happens when my ears 


—Punch, by permission. 


ling, about John. What do I do next?” 

“How bad is it?” 

“He says unless I get him out of here 
by tomorrow night I can’t have that 
plane.” 

“Plane?” said Willingdrift. 

“Amphib,” said Nancy. “He told 
me last week I could buy it. You 
know, the little one I learned to fly in. 
You'll help, won’t you?” 

“Oh,” said Willingdrift. He was 
torn. He loved Nancy dearly, as much, 
probably, as he would have loved his 
own daughter had he had one, but he 
couldn’t help remembering the awful 
wind-screaming ride she’d given him 
when he wangled the racing car for 
her. He wasn’t at all sure about this 
air business, 

“Please,” said Nancy. “I’ve wanted 
it so much and [| didn’t know John 


26 


would stay on and on until he’d driven 
everybody rats. I couldn’t help it, by 
Pa seems to think it’s my fault.” 

“No!” said Willingdrift. 

“Please, Willing.” 

“Now Nancy, what can I do? | 
can’t ask him to leave. I’m only the 
butler.” 

She came over beside him and stood 
stroking his neck with a quill pen, 
cajoling, pleading. “Please, W ling, 
Do you know, in all these years you'ye 
never let me down before when I asked 
you something?” 

A little shiver went through the staid 
butler. It might have been at the 
thought of the plane or it might have 
been that damn feather business on his 
neck. Then Willingdrift heard foo. 
falls behind him. It would never do 
for Pennypacker to see them together, 
so evidently plotting. He stepped back 
and bowed. 

“Very well, miss, fourteen for din- 
ner.” 

Pennypacker arrived. He said, “By 
the way, Nancy, how’s it for all of us 
going up to that show at the club, 
Friday?” 

Willingdrift shivered again. — This 
time he was thinking as he took his 
way off what Smith was going to say 
when he heard his guest talking about 
Friday. 

At breakfast the next morning Nancy 
found a note beside her plate. She 
looked up and counted the places at 
the sun-lit table. Three. On her fin- 
gers she counted, “Pa, Ma, Me.” Then 
she opened the note. 


“My dear Nancy: 

“T hope you will forgive my go- 
ing without saying good-bye, but it 
didn’t seem fair to you to stay un- 
der the circumstances. Last night 
just after IT went to bed I heard 
your father talking to the butler in 
the hall. I hadn't meant to listen, 
but I couldn't help hearing your 
father tell him that he must dis- 
miss him because he had lost all 
his money and was only holding 
on here by the skin of his tecth 
until he could get you married off 
to some money before it was too 
late.” 

Nancy went dead white. For a 
second the room spun about her. She 
couldn't believe it of Pa. Such a good 
sport always. With an effort she got 
control of herself and went on with 
the letter: 


“ 


... So knowing how you must 
feel I thought the nicest thing I 
could do was to clear out. T took 
the twelve-thirty last night and 
want to assure you that if T'can be 
of any help to you I will be in 
Miami. 

“Ever faithfully, 

“John Pennypacker.” 
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Nancy looked at the letter again to 
make sure. Then she looked up at her 
father, who had come “hurring” and 
“humphing” into the room. 

“Pa, what time did you get in from 
the Casino last night?” 

“Hah!” said Smith. “Trippin’ me 
up, eh?” 

“No kidding, Pa. I want to know, 
really.” She tried to keep her voice 
steady. “I won’t tell mother—promise.” 

“Four-thirty,” said Smith, glaring 
pleasantly. “What’s it to you?” 

“Nothing, Pa.” Nancy wriggled 
with joy, like a fish who’s been thrown 
back in the water for being too small. 
Then she looked around behind her. 
Willingdrift was standing there. He 
Was staring out over the lake with that 
grim, granity expression of all good 
butlers at breakfast. He bowed. 

“Will you have an egy, Miss 
Nancy?” 

Nancy looked at him. She looked at 
him so hard the corners of his mouth 
stopped being granity. 

“Thanks,” she said. “I have an 
egg.” She paused, then added under 
her breath, “the goodest old egg in the 
world, I think.” 





CHORUS LADY 
Another 
WILLINGDRIFT STORY 


will appear next week. 








~ VER the boating horizon comes the 1930 Chris-Craft fleet, 
sweeping before it all previous conceptions of water 

ou motoring luxury. A distinguished flagship leads the way, 

a 48- foot luxury yacht, fast, spacious, perfectly appointed. A 38- foot 
cruiser follows, then come fast commuters, luxurious sedans, swilt, 
stylish runabouts, all are 1930 Chris-Craft, the largest fle ret offered i in 
the history of motorboating. On they come, your fleet, for you to 
choose the craft that meets your needs. Let your Chris-Craft merchant 


describe the 1950 fleet. Orders now, guarantee 
on-time delivery. Illustrated literature mailed on 
Chris-Cra [ request by Chris Smith & Sons Boat Company, 


wa my Largest pT 201 Detroit Road, Algonac, Michigan. 
All-Mahogany Motor Boats 
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“Love made a gypsy out of mel” 

































































































































































Whenever you 
have a cough 





































































































BLACK 


Coush Drops 
_A cough drop with — 


| an agreeable flavor 
















BEECH-NUT PACKING CO. 
Canajoharie, N. ¥. 
Makers of 
BEECH-NUT 
LEMON, LIME AND ORANGE DROPS 












































Confidertial Guide 


(Continued Y from Page 24) 





Records 


Arter A MILLION DREAMS........... 
George Olsen’s band plays a soft, insinuate 
ing melody. Vocal refrain by Fred Mac- 
Murray deserves honorable mention. 

ROMANCE Waltz. (Victor) 


CHARMING 
A delightful bit of music, and far out of 
the ordinary run of “pop” songs. 
SHEPHERD’S SERENADE 
The same may be said of this waltz. 
(Columbia) 
CrytnG For Tue Caro.ines 
Slow, deep blues. Grand rhythm. 
Have A Litre Farry IN Mt 
Slow, plodding, and rather sloppy. 
(Columbia) 
THe Man From Tue Souru 
For those who like their jazz hot and fast, 
and aren't fussy about a melody. 
HarMonica Harry. Ditto. (Victor) 


look For Tue Sitver Lininc, 
Witp Rose Palace rae 

A brand new recording of two old favor- 
(Victor) 


ites from “Sally.” 


Sheet Music 


“Soon” (Strike Up The Band) 

“Hangin’ Around With You” (Strike Up The 
Band) 

“Three Cheers For The Union” (Strike Up 
The Band) 

“Charming” (Devil May Care) 

“That Certain Thing” (Fifty Million French- 
men) 

“How Am I To Know” (Dynamite) 


Cellarette, sideboard or ocean steamer kit is incom- 
plete without Abbott's Bitters ids digestion. Sample 
by mail, 25 cts. C. W. Abbort & Co., Baltimore, Md 


Answers to Anagrins 
on page § 

(1) Europe. 
(2) Detroit. 
(3) Texas. 

(4) Prepaid. 
(5) Catnip. 
(6) Closeup. 


Ina Pinch use ALLEN’S FOOT = EASE 


“The custom of American Indians, 
when meeting, is to raise the right 
hand,” says a writer. In Chicago, of 
course, the safest plan is to raise both 
hands. —Humorist. 


“I can never marry you,” said the 
film star, sadly; “but—” 
“But what?” demanded the suitor, 
grimly. 
“If you'll come to the studio tomor- 
row, I'll introduce you to my double.” 
—Tit-Bits. 


“The Talkie has come to stay,” says 
John Gilbert. A man might say this 
of an impending visit from his mother- 
in-law. —London Opinion. 
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Lire’s 
Ticket Service 


We render this service without profit sole. 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

wIf you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office. 

Good seats are available for attractions 
indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
and at PRICES noted. 

All orders for tickets must reach Lar 
Office at least seven days before date of per- 
formance. Check for exact amount must be 
attached to each Purchase Order. 

Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail, This must be presented at the box-office 
on the evening of the performance. 

IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 
SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF. 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN. 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THI 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 


* * 









In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to name two alternative choices of shows with 
each selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 
for that performance is exhausted. Remit- 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 
priced seats requested. Any excess amoutt 
will be refunded. 

> > > 

Lire will be glad to make appropriate se- 
lections for purchasers if they will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred and re- 
mit amount to cover top prices. Any exc 


amount will be refunded. 


NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 
>. > * 
NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS 
WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE. 









Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 
598 Madison Ave., New York City 


Purchase Order 


Dear Lirt 
I want tickets for the following shows: 


(Name of Show) 


(No. Seats) (Date) 
| 
| 
(Alternates) | 
Sa ere ee oe ree sei 
Se EE ee ee Para 
en . .Enclosed 




















Life in 


Society 








Girl’s Friendly Society 
of Passaic 


In the picture are members of the ex- 
cutive board of the Girl’s Friendly 
Society of Passaic, N. ]., who have won 
their “Y” in Live. Left to right they are 
Frances F, Carideo, Q. B.; Bronco Na- 
urski, T; Christian K. Cagle, H. B; 
Ben Ticknor C; and Mrs. Elmer N. 
I rtley, Utility Man. 


Mr. and Mrs. W. Dickson Wain- 
wright announce the birth of a son on 
January 26th at Miss Lippincotts. The 
young Mr. Wainwright is already an 
excellent polo-player and has joined 
the following clubs: Knickerbocker, 
Brook, Metropolitan, Coaching, Turf 
and Field, Riding and Driving, 
Racquet and Tennis, Automobile, 
Newport Reading Room, Newport Ca- 
Meadowbrook, Four-in-Hand, 
Fifth-in-Partners, Westchester Polo, 
American Kennel, Dalmation, Russian 
Wolfhound, American Fox Terrier, 
French Bulldog, English Bulldog, Bos- 
ton Bulldog, Old English Sheepdog, 
and Union League. Mr. W. Dickson 
Wainwright II is doing as well as could 
be expected, 


sino, 


Mr. and Mrs. A. Duncan Showfuss 
will give a musicale in the ballroom of 
the Ritz-Carlton tonight to display their 





daughter, Miss Natica Flick Showfuss. 
After the guests wake up the party will 
go to Reubens to eat a few celebrities. 


Miss Helen Hapgood, a student at 
Wellesley; Miss Priscilla Hapgood, a 
student at Linden Hall, Lititz, Pa., and 
Mr. Cyrus Hapgood, a student at 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 
are passing the holidays with their pa- 
rents, Mr. and Mrs. Cyrus Hapgood, 
students at Rutgers. 


Mr. Cornelius Vanderbilt, Jr., is en- 
tertaining Mr. F. Scott Fitzgerald, Mr. 
John Barrymore and Mr. Andrew Jer 
gens. Before going south they will 
name the most beautiful young matron 
in America and smear her with Wood- 
bury’s soap. 


Miss Mary Louise Marshall, a debu- 
tante who was launched with much 
ceremony last season at Todd’s Ship- 
yards, will represent “Frightened Faun” 
at the annual Junior League Ball, 
planned for Saturday night at the Plaza 
to increase the circulation of Harper’s 
Bazaar. 


Mr. and Mrs. Philip Fielder-Ellis of 
Bronxville had dinner guests last night 
because last week dinner guests had Mr. 
and Mrs. Philip Fielder-Ellis of Bronx- 


ville. 


The first in the series of artistic 
mornings arranged by Miss Maude 
Van Buskirk was observed on Friday, 
with the Sittig Trio of New York as 
artists. The trio consisted of Miss Mar- 
garet Sittig, violin; Mr. Edgar H. Sit- 
tig, cello; and Mr. Frederick U. Sittig, 
piano. The guests were Miss Maude 
Van Buskirk, sittig in a corner—all by 
herself. —Jack Cluett. 





Florida’s Best Known Hotel 


The Flamingo 
Miami Beach 


American Plan Cc. S. Krom, Manager 
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Epitor’s Wire: Change your plot completely—that story’s been worked 
to death—go out again and don’t come back till you get something original! 
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Real Comfort 
With 


Real Economy 

















When every room of your home is warm 
and snug, no matter what the weather 
outside—that's comfort. And when every 
operation of the heating plant including 
the supply of fuel requires no attention 
whatsoever—that's real comfort. 














When the boiler in the basement is so 
efficient that it saves fuel every day 
that's economy. And when your heating 
plant automatically burns no more fuel 
than is necessary to keep just the 
desired temperature day and night, 
when your fuel can be paid from your 
monthly budget after it has been used 
instead of tying up capital—that's real 


economy. ID EAL 
GAS BOILERS 


combine with other luxurious features, 
all the efficiency that the American 
Radiator Company builds into every 
boiler. They are absolutely automatic, 
controlled entirely mechanically. When 
the temperature in the system gets too 
high it turns down the gas to just the 
right point. When it gets too low it auto- 
matically turns the gas on. It eliminates 
all responsibility on the part of the 
owner and furnishes healthful, clean 
warmth from the beginning of the sea- 
son to the end—automatically. 


Write for complete information on the 
comfort, convenience and cleanliness of 
Ideal Gas Boilers. 














GAS UTILIZATION DEPARTMENT 
AMERICAN RADIATOR 


& 
STANDARD SANITARY 


CORPORATION 
40 West 40th Street, New York 



















Can Hotel 
Service be 
Different? 



















































eco just register once 
at The New Yorker 
eee YOu will see 


LASE Manhattan pre- 

pared to take The New 
Yorker as “just another 
hotel”...and was amazed 
to find something decidedly 
different! 

Amidst the cordial, com- 
fortable atmosphere; ... a 
friendly hospitality, refresh- 
ingly old-fashioned in spirit, 
strikingly modern in man- 
ner... The New Yorker idea 
of “individualized service” 
is creating a new and pleas- 
ant phase in comtemporary 
hotel living. 

* * * 

THE NEW YORKER has 2500 
rooms...every one with radio, tub 
und shower bath, servidor, circu- 
lating ice water... four popular 
priced restaurants... floor secre- 
turies ... located with immediate 
access to theatres, shops and busi- 
ness...direct tunnel connection 
to Penn Station... B & O Motor 
Coach connection,..room rates 
$3.50aday and upward. 500 rooms 
at $3.50. 500 rooms at $4. Suites 
$11 w day and upward, j 





NEW YORKER 
BONBONETTES 
NéEW... delicious candy. 
Made from unique French 
recipes. Send $2 for a sou- 
venir pound box ...add 15¢ 
per pound for postage and 

packing. 

BERNIE CUMMINS 
himself The New 
Yorker Orchestra (exclusive 
Victor Record Artists)... 
nightly at dinner and supper 
in the lovely Terrace Res- 
taurant. 
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THE 


SEW YORKER 


RALPH HITZ, Managing Direcor HOWELL 
34th St. at Sth Ave., New York City 
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THE FEMALE OF THE SPECIES 
Being, Contributions from the Ladies 





Those Things! 


The things I said to you last night 
And the things you said to me 

We thought were destined to go down 
In Love’s anthology. 


We reached the heights of eloquence; 
Poetic trenzy seized us, too, 

Because of what you said to me 

And what I said to you. 


This morning what we said last night 
Nor you nor I could tell. 
Thus memory is frail—so frail. 
Perhaps it’s just as well. 

—Myra M. Waterman. 


Zoo-ology 


Believe it or not, but it’s true, 
There’s an animal down at the zoo 
That looks hoary with age 
But the sign on its cage 
Informs you the critter is 

“Gnu.” 


—Mrs. L. H. Lyon. 


Why Men Leave Home 


million dishes piled up high 
million babies left to cry 
million socks remain unmended 
million tasks are left untended. 


ee ee 


A million husbands have to wait 

A million dinners always late 

A million wives forget all care 

When Rudy Vallée’s on the air. 
—Jessie 4. Dandoy. 
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Tactrut Guest: 


The Masculine Credo 


That a woman closes her eyes during 
a kiss because she is overcome by the 
emotional intensity of the male. 

That the average woman knows 
nothing about baseball or football. 

That although a woman hunts lions 
in Africa, she will always jump on a 
chair at the sight of a mouse. 

That a woman will travel miles to 
reach a store where an article is on 
sale for $1.98, when she could buy it at 
a neighborhood shop for two dollars. 

That at matinees where the audience 
is comprised of go°% femininity, the 
actors stand still and watch the women 
converse in the pews. 

That although a male jury will 
acquit a defendant if she has pretty 
knees, still women are not fit for jury 
duty because they allow their sym 
pathies to sway them in delivering 
verdicts. 

That most women secretly wish tha 


they were men! —Teddy Kruglak. 
Wonderful Man? 


I want your arms about me, 
I want you very near. 
And you talk prohibition, 
In a voice both loud and clear 


I want to hear you say dear, 
You love me more and more. 

But you discourse on politics— 
On making laws or war. 


When I tell you of my love, 
My soul and body merge— 
And all I hear you murmur is 
“The biologic urge!” 
—Berta S. Pettus. 
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Ah! Charades! 

















































Winners of Lire’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 20 


EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 














When you are in an amateur 





performance and forget your lines. . 














be nonchalant ... LIGHT A MURAD, 








© P. Lorillard Co., Fat. 1760 


| 
The Invitation. 


rst Prize of $50.00 won by 


Alfred O. Myers. 
Box 404, Y. M. C. A,, 
Dayton, Ohio. 


{ case where music hath no charms. 








2nd Prize of $25.00 won by 


A. T. Cary, 
6 William Street, 
Fairhaven, Mass. 








No static, but very poor reception.” 


3rd Prize of $15.00 won by 
James P. McCarthy, 
74 Buckingham Street. 
Cambridge, Mass. 
‘It seems there was an Irishman .. 


4th Prize of $10.00 won by 


F. P. Foulkrod, 
4or West 30th Street, 


| Richmond, Va. Don’t miss the best things in LIFE! 
But delivered to the wrong address. e 














Lf you are late getting Dear Life: | 
to the Newsstand, you may — Fnclosed please find five dollars and 
be out of luck. send Lire for 1 year to 

Why take a chance! 

Just sign the little 
coupon, send it to LIFE, 

598 Madison Ave., New 

York, with the necessary 

check and the best things - 7 | 
in LIFE will come to you | 


‘ 


Name 





Tp Par ¢é . > J e e . - 
“I love the new long dresses, don't you?” eve mM WEER, 1 year (U.S. and Canada) $5.00. Foreign $6.60 


‘Me—I'm crazy about them!” 
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FOR APPEARANCE’S SAKE, 
WEAR A WATCH-CHAIN 


A watcn ...a pocket-knife .. . keys 
«+ « it doesn’t matter what you wear 
with a watch-chain. But it is of the 
highest importance that you wear the 
chain! No other detail of dress is so 
essential . . . no other accessory so 
reflects a cultivated taste. . . . Sim- 
mons Chains are smart. Into their 
making go all the skill, all the talent 
of men who know styles and their 
trends . .. and plan designs accord- 
ingly. The attractive watch-chain 
illustrated is the yellow gold-filled 
Waldemar 50, with bar links. The 
chain costs six dollars. Your jeweler 
will be glad to show you many other 
Simmons Chains, all reasonably 
priced, and as beautiful as this one. 
R. F. Simmons Co., Attleboro, Mass. 


SIMMONS 
CHAINS 


a The swivel says 
(SS? it’s a Simmons 


LIFE’S CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 25 
$100.00 In Prizes Every Week 
1st Prize $50.00, 2nd Prize $25.00, 3rd Prize $15.00, 4th Prize $10.00 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, the words of 
which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more than 15 words. 


The prizes will be awarded for the cleverest explanations by those who have correctly 
solved the puzzle. In case of a tie the full amount of the prize will be awarded to each tying 
contestant. This contest closes, Lire Office, noon, Feb. 14. Winners will appear in the Mar. 7 issue, 

Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lirr, 598 Madison Ave., New York. 




















































































































HORIZONTAL 


1. What the well-dressed women must 
wear. 

. This replaces the parlor sofa. 

. There’s nothing big about this kind 
of thing. 


12. The silent salesman. 


. These should be the cat’s. 

. An abbreviation for a state that 
doesn’t look well. 

A definite locality. 

. Part of the verb to be 

. This holds the Scotch. 

. Point of the compass. 

. What Eliza did. 

. The easiest thing to say in a speak- 
easy. 

. These get the game. 

. To this or that degree. 


26. To exist. 


. A period of time. ( Abbr.) 

. A president. (Init.) 

. To act. 

. Thus. 

. Either. 

. It’s hard to get over this. (Abbr.) 
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. Pronoun. 
. An abbreviation Ford could use. 


VERTICAL 


. What the unwelcome guest does. 
. It’s destructive to do this. 
. The dentist makes you pay for 


this. 


. This takes you for a ride. ( Abbr.) 
. People who patronize Ticket scalp- 


ers. 


. Printer’s measure. 
. These tell you when to get about 


your business. 


. This would be worth a lot on Man- 


hattan Island. 


. Sherlock Holmes used this. 
. Where British heavyweights go. 
. A point on the compass. 
. A measure. (Abbr.) 
. This branches out for itself. 
. You take a chance if you do this. 
. It takes a second to win this. 
. Impaired by inactivity. 
. Pay dirt. 
32. This is all burned out. 
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low to get Mr. Peanut’s Paint-book 


se interesting pictures are taken from 
attractively colored book of 32 pages, 


“Mr. Peanut’s Paint-book.” (It’s a world of 


to read about Mr. Peanut’s adventures 
i actually paint the scenes.) ... Save used 
yters Peanut bags and Jumbo Block wrap- 
s until you have ten in all. Then mail 
m to the Planters Nut & Chocolate 
mpany, Wilkes-Barre, Pa.,—and you 

receive your free copy of 

Peanut’s Paint-book 


| pew sure the youngsters get 
their copy... 

Anywhere and anytime, there’s 
nothing tastes better than a bag 
of PLANTERS SALTED PEANUTS. 
These big golden fellows are the 
very choicest of the country’s pea- 
nutcrops, grownand picked inthe 
famous peanut fields of Virginia. 

You'll recognize the genuine 
PLANTERS by three sure tests, (1) 
their big meaty kernels, (2) the 
different zesty flavor, because 
they are roasted and salted by 
the PLANTERS special process, 


The 
NICKEL 
LUNCH 


should have 
MR. PEANUT’S Paint Book 


and (3) because they are in the glassine 
bag with Mr. Peanut on the front. 


PLANTERS NUT & CHOCOLATE Co. 
SUFFOLK WILKES-BARRE SAN FRANCISCO 
TORONTO, CANADA 


The largest selling peanut bar. A rare 
mixture of selected choice peanuts 

and pure wholesome candy. 

Just packed full of 


goodness. 
oh 


me 


s 
es 


About 
% actual size 





; Hi HAWAII] « « Where Spring 


© Comes In South Sea Glory 


PRING IN HAWAII! The loveliggt 
Spring you have ever known Bn: 
chantment enfolds yous@hile the 
> Paradise Isles are still faint ge@eimgs on a 
} golden horizon. The wefider ofa new 
world dawns as youpilimer cleaves the 
foam. Dazzling scapeg@f land and sea suc- 
ceed each other togttake the spell complete 
long before you glide by Waikiki and 
moving Ha waittan melodies drift outto 
you on fraggamt winds to extend a hospit- 
able land's” Aloha.” 


(Spring in Hawaii! A time when a bur- 
nished sky looks down on a world of 
glowing color. The pastel tints of dawn, 
the glorious shifting hues of Hawaiian 
sunset are reflected in myriad tropic gar- 
dens, splashed over gorgeous flame-trees 
™ tossing manes of fire in groves of new 
Y ‘washed green. The breath of ginger blos- 
soms comes down from verdant mountain 
sides and mingles forest incense with the 
perfumes of countless oleanders. 


Spring in Hawaii! When May Day be 
comes Lei Day anda joyous people express 
their love and friendship with fragrant 
South Sea garlands’: when honeymoon- 
ers wander forest aisles or dream by coral 
beaches+**when visitors from other climes 
marvel at the cool delight of a climate that 
retains its winter comforts and addsa 
million vernal glories. 


(Spring in Hawaii! Make your plans to 
go this year. March is not too early. The 
Wivid colors of Winter are merging with 
the golds and reds of Summer. Great liners 
glide over sun-smoothed seas in four to 
1x days from the four gateways of the 
Pacific according to the ship selected. They 
defer to none in luxury or service. Sailings 
every few days offer every advantage of 
time and convenience. Write for 
detailed information. 
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You do not have to bother with passports 
or other formalities. Hawaii ts an integral 
part of the United States—as much 
so as your own State. 


Hawaii Tourist Bureau 


San Francisco, Calif. 
1106 Monadnock Building 


MATSON Line 
from San Francisco, 
Portland and Seattle 


5 Fifth Ave. - - New York 
0S.Dearborn - - Chicago 
5 Market - - San Francisco 
3W.7thSt. - Los Angeles 
05 Elm St - - Dallas, Texas 
19 4thAve. - - - Seattle 
4% 4thSt. - Portland, Ore. 


53 
14 
21 
72 
18 
13 
82 


Los Angeles, Calif. 
655G Chamber of Commerce 
Building 


LASSCO Line 
from Los Angeles in 
Southern California 


730S.Bdwy. - - Los Angeles 
521 Fifth Ave. - - New York 
119 W. Ocean - - Long Beach 
140S. Dearborn - - Chicago 
685 Market - - SanFrancisco 
609 Thomas Bldg. - - Dallas 
213 E. Bdwy - San Diego 


Any travel agent will give you full particatars 
and arrange your bookings 





